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he could just touch one of the men. Then grasping
him securely by the scruff of the neck he hauled
him up to the anchorage of the ice-axe. The
second he treated in the same way. And the
rescue was effected.
The wretched pair were back in comparative
safety, but their nerves were so shaken that they
slid and slipped as they went along the rope to
the haven of Norton and Mallory, and only saved
themselves from further disaster by means of the
rope handrail. When at last they were safely
across, Somervell again tied the rope round his
waist and followed. And a fine object lesson in
mountain craft it was, says Norton, to see him,
balanced and erect cross the ruined track without
a slip or mistake.
A race with darkness now began, for it was 4.30
when they started down. Mallory led with one
porter on a rope. Somervell followed, shepherding
two others. Norton brought up the rear with a
porter whose hands were cruelly frost-bitten and
quite useless, and whose whole weight he had to
bear in places such as the chimney.
By 7.30 p.m. as they were leaving the ice slopes
of the North Col and were three-quarters of a mile
from home ("home," Norton calls it, but it was
only Camp III), figures loomed up out of the
darkness ahead and they found Noel and Odell
waiting for them with hot soup. Once more Noel
had come in just when most wanted.
The climbers had rescued the four men, but the